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'HE strtke had Its cdgo on

when Martin Wallaco cnmo
to*Burnsldo on hls flrst do-
tall ns a reporter.

"Clear case of pull,"
-enarled tho man who had
expeeted tho nsslgnmont;
"well, ho'll mako a holy
mess of lt!"

But thereln he was

wrong twice. It was not a

caso of lnfluence. although
Martln's father was a groat
frlend of tho proprletor; lt
was given tho young fellow
becnuse ono of the edltors
hnd. taken a fancy to hls
Ftorlcs in tho "Harvard Ad-
vocate." Neithcr dld Martin
make a mess of tho Burn-
slde striko. For tho latter
good fortuno ho had old
Ollvcr Jones to thank, nt
lcast In part. Ho made

Ollver's ncqualntancc hls flrst afternoon In town. Tho
t-triko was two weeks old thnt day, wjjich waa tlmo
enough for the small trndesmen td bo looklng sharply after
credlts, nnd the wlves to bo ordcrlng cautlously; tlmo
cnough for tho Hno of pollcemon brlstllng outsldo tho
grent dlngy hulk of tho steel mllls to havo grown odlous
and menaclng; time cnough for the ceoscless clatter of
the rolls, day and night. nlght and day, to tnunt the ldlo
men: "You nre gone, but wo don't stop! Wo won't stop!"
and tlme cnough for the palnted sky bohlnd tho black
thimneyu to glow a bnlcful slgn of blood and war. Martin
*>assed dozens of sullcn groups on hls way down tho
vlde. shady vlllage street that ended In tho "mlll dis¬
trict," He heard snatches of wlld talk at overy cornor.

Ono young man'a faco arreated hlm. It was becauso
!t was tho only faso th.it ho had seen that wns not low-
iring; this fiico was simply sad.

"Well, hoWs the Btrike?" said Martin, whlle hls qulck
1-ycs took in all the young man's slx feet of splendld mus-
Slcs nnd hls eurly brown head. Hls featurcs woro rather
lolicato for such a blg follow. His eyes wero small, but
rcry brlght. and of that scnsltlve gray whlch takes tho
bue of tho light and tlio momenfs feellng.' He gnvo Mar-
ttu a qulck, unresponsive *lance In rettirn. On hls part,
5crhaps, ho took in tho other man'a woll-cut clothes, hl3
illght stature, his limp, and his rcportor's pad.

"It's on," snid ho, coldly.
"Are you fellows golng to wln?"
"I »dcn't know."
"I say".Martin lnughed, wlth a sudden frlendllnesa

n his face."that Jsn't the nnswor I expectod. But maybo
fou aren't one of the strlkers?"

"l'm a strlker fast cnough. but l'm not God Almlghty;
ind I gucss Hc'a the only ono can tell how thinga aro
;oing to shnpe thcmsclvcs at this stago of tho gamo."

With that hc brushed off, as one who did not scck
talk'; ho dld not so much ns turn hls head to Mnrtlr.'s "I
hear you are very orderly."

Martin gave his attentlon to the people on iho streets.
The scattarcd groups wero slowly drlftlng in ono dlrec-
lion, toward tho river, toward tho stcol works. Tho crowd
Hncd up on the sldewalk opposlte the long stockado that
was abackground for tlie patrol of pollce; it llncd tho
Street.and waltcd.

Fresently the blg rod gutes swung open and a llttlo
jompnny of pollco marched out. Martin felt hls pulscs
r-rlcking. The crowd was llke a hound in a leash strnln-
ng forward..then hauled back by somo invlslbla force.

"Tho senba Is coming!" screamed a chlld's plpo.
Bchind tho blue ranks Martin could sco the new men.

Somo of tliem were farrners' Inds, young, nwkwnrd, but
undlamayed; dofylng the scowllng fnecs and insulting ges-
turcs. The others had bleachcd faccs and hnng-dog eyes,
Mid slunk to.gother. "They must have raked tho slums,"
thought ^(artin. Aviiat surpriscd hlm very much was tho
julot of tho crawd; they tcratclicd thelr wrlsts and yelled
'Tlurk ahecpl" and "Scabs!" here and thoro, ln scattcr-
Ing voiloya of abuse; but for the most part they lonkcd
on ln gloweriug siienco. Last of tho men, just in front of
iho pollce, a man walkcd alonc. Hc was a man of nn¬
other sort. Any one who know steel workers could tell at
i glance thnt ho waa a voteran steel man. Ho had taken
off hls hat to wlpo his faco and his bald head, whlch tho
august sun headed with molsturc. The face was round,
3or!d, and. in splte of tho dlscomfort and perll of hls
pltght, Iiad a kind of. grln on it. Hls Icathor-guarded
Irouscrs aml Muo-checked shlrt mndo tho heavy gold
watch chnln dangllng over hls chest loolc-lneongruous.
rhero were .may halra ln tho scanty, red-brown fringo
ind Etnhby roouBtache, but his small gray eyes wero
iparkllng, nnd he walkcd as llghtly ns a boy.

N6 sooncr did tliis man come ln good viow of tho
crowd than an Indesprlbable uproar broke out, ono long,lurlous yell: "Scab1." "Scab!"

He retalned tho samo unruffled composure. Tho nir
was full of thrcats and onths. Why this ono man was
ilngled out more than tho others H'.'artln could not tell.
More out of curloslty to know than for any otlier reason!hc tnrned on hls heel and followed tho' proceaslon. Tho
new men had a ahort distanco to go.only to thelr board-
aig hou3e, whlch was belilnd a stockado nnd patrollod
by a pollccman. But this ono man, at a turnlng, sllppod
iway into the streets. Not unobserved, for a dozen men
left tho crowd to follow hlm. offerlng no vlblence, but
lhoutlng "Scab!" and "Trolt'or!"

At the same mbment the strlker wlth whom Martin
had t'alked und another man, a tall man in a red shlrt.
ran past the others and jolned the cause of the crlcs.

"No swipliig!" called the man ln the red shlrt' who
ihowc-d to -Martin a flushed, black-bearded faco and a
bugo awlnglng flst. "You let him alonc!"

The words were addressed to two or three of the
:rowd who had picked up stonea and were in udvanco of
Uie others.

The first of tho crowd hurled a brlck, calllng that ho'd
illl a scab .is qulck aa a mad dog. instautly tho blg llst
ras in hls face.

"Drop it!" crled the man ln tho red shlrt. "You know
'Jie orders. Drop lt, you fool!"

"And vou keep off," BhOUted tho other strlker, hls
jompanion, to tlio next nssallant.

"Aw, let 'ein both come on and see how I can llght,"iald tho pursued man, who had fnced about and was put-llng up his lists with a chcerful alr.
Tho two men fell back sullenly, "Scab! t-cab!" theyincd In tho rear.
" "1'ls only a word," s.ild the man; "I don't. mind lt."
The men, stll| yclllng und Jeerlng, fell back. Hut a

voman. who had run abreast of tlu: crowd, pushed her-telf into ilu- vau. Slio was a wlld figuro, wlth dlahevuled,Ircss nnd flylng halr; and.wiider was her ahrlll voice.
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"Poto got hurt yestorday, I guess, when ho ¦wns

flghtlng drunk," lnterposod tho young man, Walden.
"Peto aln't a drlnklng mnn, Mr. Walden, no ho nln't.

Any man would glt downhcnrtod laylng 'round Idlo from
mornlng tlll night. IIo's got to go to tho snloon to glt tho
news; and thon he takes a drop, and thoy glt to tnlklng,
nnd ho takes more'n he knows; and they nll glt excltod."

"I guess you don't do anything to calm hlm, Mrs.
Writers. I saw you at every meetlng; and I guess you're
on tho stroet n good denl."

Tho woman brldlod, but sho dld not explode again.
The man in tho red shirt sald somethlng about it's boing
hard on tho women, too.

"Of course, I know you're wantlng the news; but lf
you'll do a llttlo wnshlng Instead of runnlng tho streets,
l'll glvo lt to you," sald Wuldcn.

"And hcro's n dollar for thc klds," sald Noll Jones.
The woman struck tho sllver out of hls hand, nnd ran

down the street. \

"Your money's got blood on Jt, you scab!" sho crled;
"but l'll take tho wnshlng nnd thnnk you, Mr. Walden."

"She's a sllly, violcnt woman," snld Walden, wlth un-

expocted beat.
"Pfa-hnw,"1 sald Noll. gcod-naturcdly, plcklng up tho

coln and dustlng lt with hls flnger tlps, "what do I caro

for tho word! Judy's a good woman when sho nln't ln n

ond tompcr. But I'm obllged to you, Mlster Rcporter, and
to you Oscnr, and".ho het-itnted, whllo hls llps twltched
into a smilo that scomod to conceal somo other cmotlon

"lt was.sny, I'm very much obllged to you, Tom." Ho
turned to the tall man, whoso face flushed darkly ns ho
dove hls hnnds Into hls pockcts, looklng away from Jone3'
outptretched hnnd.

"Wo nro runnlng thls strike In a decent, orderly way;
but I won't shako hands wlth a scab, no matter who ho
is!" sald he.

Jones wlncod, and the blood mounted to hls forehead;
but ho kept tho relns on hls tempor. "You'll seo that 7
dlfferent some day, I guess," hc replled; "gocd afternoon;
I'd ruthor you wouldn't walk nny further wlth mo, lt
might hurt your reputatlon." Tho irony ln tho last words
was tho ohly slgn ho gave that Tom's Jecr had cut.

"I'li go wlth you. Noll," sald Walden.
"And I, lf you'll let me," snld Martln.
"Thank you, boys," sald Jones; "good-byc, Tom."
But Tom's back wns swlnglng down tlie strcot. Ho

mado no response.
Jones nnd the others continucd their way, and Mariln

began to ask qucstions, prefneing them wlth an npology,
which Noll Jones took in very* good part. No, ho dldn't
mind talklng nbout tho strike. "My nume's Noll Jones;
I guess everybody ln Burnsldc knows me. I'm a roller
at the Burnslde Steel Works, tho only roller who dldn't
strike. They used to cnll me a good fcllow, now they cnll
me a traltor and a bloody, black-hearted scab." Ho
srr!led amlably at Walden, who unaccountably signed.

"How dld you come to stick lo tho Burnsido peoplo
when tho others went out?" said M"artln.

Noll chucklcd; "Well, I guess you'll not undcr?tand
much bettor'n I do, lf I do tell you; and I aln't got It qulte
lo rlghts in my own head, yet. It wasn't cxactly because
thn boys aro maklng klndcr too big demand?.though I
gucsa thoy are; still, I got a good-sized pllo lald up, and I
can nfford to lay by a few months well enough, stny
qulet, wcar my good clothes, nnd keep off tlie street, and
sure to glt back when tho strike's over and nobody focl-
lng hard. 'Noll Jones, ho wasn't In none of tho rows,'
says tho ofllccrs, 'ho wns nll for law nnd order'; and 'Old
Noll Jones, ho wnlked rlght out with tho boys,' says tho
boys; and It would bo friendly all 'round.- And 'nuff slght
ensler for mo and Nanny.she's my daughter, all tho
chlld I got, and her ma's dead. And 'taln't thnt I mind
the subscrlblng to tho funds I'd havo to do; Tve always
llved free nnd had somethlng to throw ln when they
passed the hut. Aln't I, Oscnr?"

"That's rlght," sald Oscnr.
"No, twnsn't any ot them tlilngs. But you seo I

worked in tho Burnsido mill ever slnco wo como over
from Wales, mc a llttlo kld of 12. And I'm 52 year old.
I was there when old Foster Burnsido owried tho works..
Say, he wns a good man. 1 knew hlm woll. Ho"d often
stop und glve mo a word, passlng. I guess It's a bnd Job
he"s dead, too. The wldder sold tho works to hls couslns,
hlm having no chlld to epeak of.jest a lawycr."

"Judge Foster Burnsldc is a great lawycr, you know,"
Martln interposed.

"M'aybc, maybo. Nlco man, too; but no 'count for a
steel mill. No doubt, though, lnwycrs has thelr place.
But he dldn't know rounds from ovals, nnd when he'd
come in to see the mill, I wns scarcd to death lest he'd
git burned.never seemed to know whlch way to Jump!
So tho works went to tho second couslns and somo other
fellers. I aln't flnding fault, but things haven'.t gone like
they used to; thcro'.? nbout twico ns many men and nll
sorts of now klnks wlth electrlcity nnd God knoVs what
not; but 1 aln't seen the prcsidfmt to spenk to three timos,
and most times we'vo had some klnd of n disputo going
on. But the superlntendent. he's tho samo, nnd ho asked
me, personally, would I stlck to 'cm. I says, 'Seo horo,
lf I stlck to you, you know thoy'll call me a scab and
my girl's matos won't spoak to her and I wouldn't bo so
bad Hhunned if I had the smullpox'.aln't that rlght,
Oscar?"

Walden nodded.
" 'Now,' I stays to hlm, 'lf I rlsk that and they don't

kill nie or brcak :ny legs or blow mo up, semo way, and I
stand by you and the flrm, for tho sako of old times, will
you and tho flrm stand by me? Or wlll you mako a klnd
of peacp offering of me to git tho boys back?' Says he,
'You stand by us, Noll, and, by God, wo'll stand by you.'
And there was the plcturo of tho hld man, old Fostor
Burnslde, hunglng up in tho ottlco, and I kindor looked up
at it, for 1 thought an awful lot of thn old man; and I
says-, 'Thero's my hand on It, l'll stlck to you, no matter
what the boys sny.' And threo of tho boys on tho eight-
inch, Henry Wiser, Stumpy Dix, and Patsy Doornan, they
stuck to. me; but Long Tom, ho went out wlth the boys.
And 1'ni sorry to say, wo had words llrst."

.i- * .:. * * * * *

"But you went out?".Martln looked nt Walden.
"Sure," sald Walden.
"May I ask why?"

tho'bov"'"1 mlnd' U'a JUSt that l wasn,t B0ln& back on

"Nor he aln't golng back on mo, neither," snld Noll,laughliig, 'and that's What Is hurilng torni! of 'em bad.
h,ou, *f0' N"n»V's all the chll.l 1 got. I had two boys,likoly boys as ever you saw, wasn't thev Oscar?""i nover. saw ffuoh nlce boys," said Oscar. Ho siipnedhls hand through Notl'g arm, bendlng hls tnll head a

.»W«S*lX5,r w,:is th0 olucst. Hq was educated, went toichool, then ho went to college "

."Mllrtl"1V1"-'1!'','1 I'la l:y'-'!i; .>"'» he recalled how muchmore coiyjlderable d sum the average good.roller's wogcqmako ln n vear thnn n clergyman's salary, and nodded.

....... -1;' '";I1-, J5 '°»niing llko a duclc does to water. Thero'sJ g»Ki blood in our famlly on hls mother's slde. Tho
,, ih Ini1' lany. her pa was a nilnlster, nnd 1 alwaysh'X. "ii,' V: ;L,'"''>.¦ I don't know the. llme she dldn'tna\9 n yred glri, except Jest when wc were flnrt married,anu iihmi we.always hlred n washorwornan. Sho took u

;!';' ;:Vn"-"i,"n '" (,1|V'',: but he had tho pooumonla, andii .1 v.hIle i,e w;,s |i, collego. Then, there wns llttle f..,-.¦i, t..ii named after tho old mari. WolJ, he was uoody Foster, ami when Foster wus ¦killed ho went lo ih.-,mu-ial. I-oster was the klnd uf boy you couldn't hulnklng Everybody llked.hlm, Ile wouldn't so to school S&& V, v'li,'}*¦', wn* »-JVHt bl,un<1 u' f-"- Bt th? iron" HoVOlMiiy llnlshcr when he wns killed."
m,...,1'. '"''i15*1 hl'Y' "ai1 tll,: u,l"'h "( horror thal wrinkiodMartln's brow, bocftiiso he addeds "i dare t-ny l ought tobe thankfulho wasn't burned; |t was one. ofthe plpeshe engine bursted, Jest ils they were tt-flxlng t. lt'
uini. -.iu* cumo round to mu. utu-nvaids, ono uf the

Wnf
snldc lawyers that go nosing round fcr damago suits, and
wanted mo to suo tho company. I told hlm to get out,
for lt wasn't tho company's fault. No moro It was; mln-
uto they suspcctcd that pipo they wont to fixlng it, and
it bursted, I don't know how lt got to tho old man, but
lt dld, and ho was awful pleased about lt. Ho wanted
to put up a stone to Foster; but I told hlm I wasn't poor;
I could put pp stoncs to my children. TU not forget tho
decent way you've actcd, Noll,' says he, and he shook
hnnds wlth me. Tho old man waa always square. Do
you know, hc put up a wash room for tlio men to wash
up for thelr dlnners, wlth tablcs and chalrs as well as

loekers and wash placotfj and he had lt called the Foster
B. Jones room. Tho words aro palnted over tho door.
And long's he llved he sent papers and magazlnos thero
for the men to read."

"And slnco ho dled, you havo been sendlng them your-
self," snld Oscar.

"'Cept what you send," retortcd Noll, wlth n. grln;
"but this aln't what I was golng to tell you. You see,
'bcut thla tlme my wlfo dlod; and there was Jcst Nanny
and mo. It wns a mlghty rough tlmo; my wlfo was an

awful good woman. And I nlways trled to romember lt.
I cut loose ln tho mlll, sometlmca, when things Is nggra-
vating, but they never heard mo swear at home.well".
as a flickcr klndlcd in Oscar's gravc eyes."diimn, now nnd
then, that aln't nothing, thnt mlght sllp out mo not know-
lng. But I mean I was partlcular. And thero nover was

a kinder wife. So there was only Nanny nnd mo left, and
you can bclleve wo thlnk an awful lot of each othor. I

.> «r* 4* 4* 4* 4* 4* 4*

glve Nanny a good education, but she got lt rlght here,
sho'd nover go away to school; and there's a young man

atudyirtg for a doctor wants to marry her. And I tell
you I was senred, ho sat around ln tho parlor so much,
nnd wns so partlcular to call me "Mlster Jones,' and
laughe'd so hard at my Jokes; but Nanny never took to

him; she took to Oscar, who had always played wlth hor.
Sho made a joke of it. 'l'm golng to marry money, pa,"
says she, 'not positlon. l'm golng to take Oscar, who can

mako more money than any of thom. And a steel worker
can bo Just as good a gentleman ns anybody.' She'a
rlght, too; steel workcrs are a awful pleasant, nlco lot
of follows."

Martin thought of tho sceno 'round tho corner. Noll
looked ut hlm sharply and laughed. "Why, you don't call
that anything, down there," wlth a Jerk of hla thumb
over his shoulder; "that aln't nothing. Besides, a strike's
jest war; and folks leso thelr heads In a war. Why, they
wanted Oscar to break wlth Nnnny 'cause sho was a

seab's daughter. Ho hnd to llck two fellers beforo they
saw thlngs rlght. Lots of 'em objoctod 'cause he comea
to the houso, but ho saya ho'a golng to see his sweet-
heart at her father's houso and he's golng to treat hls
father-in-law decent."

"I would bo a pretty poor*ry for a man lf I dld any¬
thing else," said Oscar. a

The other man looked at hlm wlth a frnnk affoctlon
that touciicd tho young reporter; fresh from hla collogo
frlandshlpa; ho cleared hls throat before ho spoke. "Oh,
Oscar's all right. Nanny and I would be klndor lone-
sotne, wasn't for Oscnr. Well, hero's tho house."

The yard was largo nnd in good order. Tha house
stood far back from tho Btreet, a pretty wooden house,
newly palnted, wlth fanciful Wlndows and a wido dlsk of
plazza. A bent and grlzzled old man, so dccreplt ono

would not cxpect to sco hlm worklng anywhero outaide of
a strcet-clennlng gang, was pottcrlng over tho lawn.

"Hullo, wherc's Ross?" exclaimed Oscar. "Thoy
didn't-"

"Oh, yes, they dld," said Noll, grlmly. "Wlfo nnd
'loven children to keep; but couldn't stand It worklng for
a scab, ho said. So Nanny got old Fllnt, who aln't much
to work, but ut Icast they can't coax hlm away. And
thoy got tho glrl off, too. Yes. Nanny's given tliat glrl
I don't know how much clothes for her wedding. She
wns? golng to marry, Mr. Wullauo, marry a feller used to
bo a roosler for tlio Burnsidcs, and struck wlth tho other
boys. Hc got pretty full and como round to her last Sun¬
day, and told Mary sho'd got to qult us or ho'd qult, her.
You know how ho'd talk. So sho crled all night, und dldn t
vmt her clothes lo scak, and after breukfnst shc come to.
Nnnny, and .Nanny udvlsed her to go and not liavo troublo
with her young nian. Como ln."

','But you h.ivcn't got nny ghi. and-.
"Don't vou supposo Nanny can cook a suppor.' But

we've got a glrl, juat ln from the country and got a
brother 'moug tlu- new in*n. Mr. Wallaco, ldont liko to
urge you, for folks niight tr.ulte lt uncomfortuble if you
came, but i\i bo glad to see you."

Martin had not thought to go further, but tho lnst son-
tence was lllu- n spur to tho young follow's mcttlod spllit,
lle anawered proniptly, "If my coming wlll not incon-
venlence .Miss Jones, I sliull bo glad to come, Mr. Jones,"

"ThutV iif-tit.all but tho Mr. Jones; fny frlenda all
cnll mo Noll."

"And mlne call me Marlln," said tho young fellow, im-
pulslvely. A

Jonea held out hls hand,' nnd Mnrtln shook lt; and thus
thu pact was formed, , ,Martin found Nanny a pretty, modest young glrl, who
looked llke hundioda of voung Amerlcan glrls ln her stroot
sun, but who had a soft M'clsli volce. Tlio suppor waa
well c..l.'.i nnd well served; und Murtlu'a wclcomo was
an Wiiiiu that lt touclied hlm. Hls heart opaneil to those
Hlmple, frank peoplo, who wt-ro so glad to see hlm. And
the moro rvudllv thut, through all tho good oheer aud
Bttloty nnd affoctlon uf Ihe three, he seemed to hear the
heavy BtVp of invisible, but ever npproachlug dunger. 1c
wounded whenover ho dctectod Nanny's vccrlng tho sub¬
ject lf It looked. toward iho strlko; lt wounded whencver
|io caughi Oacar'a mehinchnly pliinco on Its way to hla
awcothoart'n nvc-rreO face. Ho hnd to put Iho'fancy out
of. hls head by forco. Then hc enjoyed tho evening. But

«TLL FIGHT YE; I AINT AFRAID
OF YE! TAKE THAT WORD
BACK!" HE SCREAMED

it camo back to hlm, on hla way through the qulet. dark
streets. wlth Oscar, after they left the house. Martin
had been expresslng hls strong llklng for the roller.

"Yes." ngreed Oscar, "ho Is a fino man. Isn't lt queer
folks car. turn on hlm so? Thero wasn't anybody In town
that everybody, rich and poor allke, thought bo much of
as Noll Jones. They all called hlm Noll, even tho klds.
Kow.you saw! That'a what mnkes lt so cruel hard on

hlm."
Mnrtln said that ho thought Noll took tho publlc out-

cry very phllosophlcally.
"You dldn't know Noll before. I can see lt's wearlns

on hlm. The worst 1b Long Tom.you saw hlm, you aaw

hlm glve Noll the marble heart. Would you supposo those
two men had been llke brothcrs? Well, they had. Long
Tom wos tho heater, and Noll tho roller on tho elght-
lnch; and I never saw two men thlnk moro of each other
seemlngly. When Tom*» boy dled Miss Nanny was thero
for n week. It wos diphtherla; but Noll let hor go.he
thought aa much of Tom as that!"

"And yet Tom went back on hlm?"
"I don't see how ho could; but I tell you, Mr. Wal-

Jacc. thero aln't a thlng on earth or In hell that we work¬
lng men are so afrald of na that word ecab. First Tom
was trylng to argue Noll out of the notlon ot aticklng to

tho company; and from argulng they got to dlsputlng.
nnd from dlsputlng they got to fllnglng namea back and
forth. And. flnally, they were both mad; and Long Tom
sworo beforo all tho mlll that he*d never apeak to Noll
untll hc came out and Jolned hla matea. Ho dldn't aay a

word to hlm untll today. And they uaed to bo 'moat every
nlght togethcr, hls* house or Noll's; nnd now, poor Mra.
Nenl sllnka acrosa the street nnd goes blocks out of her
way not to meet Noll or Mlsa Nanny and have to pass
.em by or have a row wlth Tom. And Tom's drlnklng
lots moro than Is good for hlm. lt's bnd all round. Tho
worst ls thlngs won't raend. And.I don't see how Noll's
golng to stand lt!"

"Whnt do you mean? The strlko wlll end somehow."
"I don't know whlch way lt wlll end. One thlng I

know. and all the rest of us know, they*ll want the old
men back. Whether they llck ua or we lick them, they
wnnt tho old men back. And wo'll get back, »ome way.

And then there'll bo bad blood wlth Noll. And lf wo lick
them.and we'ro Just aa llkely nnd maybo a llttlo moro.

they'll throw Noll over. And lt will 'moat klll hlm."
Oscar spoko wlth a suppresacd vehemenco that was

startllng ln so qulet a follow.
"But do you thlnk tho company wlll throw hlm over?

It.why, lt would be atroclous!"
"Well, thoy wlll, Just tho same. It wlll bo 'We'll como

back lf you bounce Noll Jonos;' nnd they aln't golng to
loso the thousands of dollars they're loslng every day, a

day longcr than necessary, after they decldo to throw up
tho sponge, only to keep on ono man! No, Blr. What do
they do all tho whlle? Do they kocp those scabs thoy'ro
so iceen to hlte? Never; not evon when they can do tho
work. And lt's the same wlth the old men when they
ecab. Tlie other fellowa nak for their heads, nnd they got
them, too! And lt's knowlng*that mnkea men acary ot
stlcklng to the bosses. They know that when lt comea to
a question of loslng money or breaklng thelr word to
them, they'll go."

Oscar mlght have said more, but at this moment they
were jolned by somo young workmen, acqunlntances ot
Oscar, nnd tho subject dropped of nccesslty.

Martin romalned ln Burnsklo a day longer. He wroto
an account of tho strlko, whlch the old man said showod
"n good nose for news," nnd ho gavo a plcturo of tho
Welsh roller that ttckled tho orlglnal. Nanny got a dozen
papers in her flllal dellght. But he Judged lt kinder to
Oscar to omlt hlm entlrely, ln whlch Judgment he was

eonflrmed by Oscar himself.
A month passed beforo Martin waa ln Burnsido ngain.

Tho strlko by this tlmo had sllpped into a paragraph-
The men contlntied "to exclte ndmlratlon by thelr qulet
and orderly behavlor"; but for this they had somo war-

rant in "a growlng bcllof that tho strikers would wln."
M*ar(in came on a Sunday mornlng, and took hla wny

from tho Btntlon to Noll's houae wlthout pauao. Tho
church bells wero rlnging, and he met llttlo group3 ln
thotr Sunday clothea lelsurely paclng tho streeta. The alr
wna atlll. wlth golden motos in lt, whero the aun shono
on the dust. The wido vlllage atreet was dappled with
shadows of clm trees. He hoard a chlld's laugh now and
then from the passlng churchgocrs. The perfumo of tea
roses was wafted to hlm from the llttle gardens that pros-
perod on elthor aide. Tho scene was so tranqull, ao home-
ly and gentlo, that Martin slghed for memory of hls own

peaceful Western town that wns not too large to have its
homes set in gardons. At this moment hls ears woro

smltton wlth a plerclng chlldlsh din, and thoro burst round
tho corner a hooting mob of lnd8 and llttlo boya who
dnneed at a safe dlstance from a furtoua man, yolllng
"Scab! Scab!" und aecompanylng the word wlth all tlio
ltidocency of gosturo that thelr small wlts could compass.
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Martin b?gan to laugh at thelr anttos, but suddenly
uttered an exclainutlon*. "Tliunder! that'a Noll!

Simiilvuneously, ono of tho Imps stumbleu and teu,
and llke a thundorbolt the purauer waa upon hlm. ino
rngo ln tho Wolshmnn's face shocked Martin, who wns
near cnough to soo what a llttlo creature lt x/bm that na
wns chnklng, und evon to percetve tho chlld's face whiten
and hls bony llitlo chest pnnt. But Noll bared hla teeth
nt hlm wlth n grln of hate. "Wlll vou call me seabt"
Wlll you, yu llttle-!" he bellowed.

Tho boy struggled to apeak, but the breath merely
whlstk-d through hls nostrlls. Noll must havo felt hla
heart pounding ngnlnst hla rlba. "Wos you or.o ot tno
boya cha/ed Johnny nnd trled to steal my dlnner?

Supreme nugulsh squcezed, "No, slr, plcuse, alr, no,
slr!" out of the. gulplng thnxit under hls hand. Mnrtln,
however, had ubsorvod that Noll was holdlng hls eaptlva
ln a loosor yrasp. "Yes. you was too." growled Nol "I
saw you. j*d ought to lambost you well!" (Heurt-shuklng
pause durlng whlch the boy sobbod nlnud.) "I would u
vou wasn't wo llttle. You tell your father, lf you vo got
ono, ho won't glt ott so easy If he trle? that name on me,
Now, show mo how you can run!" ,lle flung the boy off, and stood sombrely watehlng hlm
Nunmper aftor hls comradea ns fast aa hls Mmp legs. would
lot hlm. At Murtln'a, hall, ho turued, btistllng. hls flsta
«!*»; It wns a .vecond beforo lu> recognlzod the face, then
ho forced a sbrry snille. "Hu.Uo, l'm giad to nee you.
Samo old story, you see, mo glttlng mad, I've Uckod flvo
men this last week. By - l won't stand 'em sliuglug
that word at me!"

Hls words gave Martin a chill; thla was n«t U^.iovl*'

phllosopher who hnd so chnorfully flellod tho crowd threo
weeks ago.

"How's tho strikoT" sald Martln.ho, snld tho flrst
thlng that entercd hls hond to glvo his thoughts a chanca
to rally; he felt confused, llko a man who oxpects to
step into soft clay and (Inds himself on a bcd of nettles.

"I dunno," returned Noll, moroselyj "I know theyhnve tho worst lot of skunks In tho country worklng. Tho
ohlmneys keop a smoklng, a smoklng; but I tell you ln
confldonco, wo could hnul every blt of decont Iron we've
mado In a month on ono wheclbarrow! Oh, thcy're rankl"

"But I thought you had threo men-"
"So'd I thlnk so. I don't know. Thoy all weakened.

Patsy, tho best of 'em, ho went West. The others, theyJolned tho B*trlkcrs,so's not to bo called scabs."
Ho shrugged.his shouldors In a qucer way, cllnchlnghls flsts and loosonlng tho fingers and hla musclcs sud-

dcnly. Ono wotild say lt was not ko much n gesturo of
indlffcrcnco ns of paln. "I don't know's I blamo them,"
sald he, drearily; "it's hcll, having that word In your cars
all tho tlmo. And all the old fnecs that used to bo so
frlendly turned away from you. Not a house you can so
much as go to In a caso of slcknosss. My woodshod
csught flro. Was It thom set lt aflro? I don't know; I
know it was aflro In tho night, and not ono of the
neighbors come to help me fight It, not oven Tom Neal.
Nanny and mo fought It alone, tlll Oscnr came wlth tho
flre deparlmont, and they put lt out. Yes, and somohow
Oscar got hlt on tho head that night, and ho's been In
bed ever slnco. Yes/slr".he spread out both hla hands,
and Martln saw how changcd nnd hueless hls ruddy face
had grown."yes, slr, folks in tho offlce, the cops, and them
say, 'You keep your tempor, Noll; don't fly nt 'em; tako
'em easy!' My God, lf I dldn't fly at 'cm and fight *em,
I'd go crazy! r hear 'em yelplng that word at mo all
night. I've got fo I'm sea red to slcep. Why; Martln. two
months ngo I used to look 'round thls town and sny, 'I
aln't got an enemy In it!' Now I nln't got a frlcnd."

"Oh, brace up. old man," Martln trled to comTort hlm,
as ho would have trled to comfort ono of hls chums. He
took hlm gontly by tho arm. "Thore's the superlntendent,
surely he's your frlend."

"I nln't so suro. fiometlmes I thlnk he'Il go back on
me. too. I don't seo no way out. Say, Martln, won't you
como and soe Nanny?"

Moro and more, as Martln wnlked by Noll's slde, he
marveled at the woful change In hlm. Ho no longer trod
wlth tho easy llghtness thnt oneacqulrcs dodglng hot Iron;
he hnd a llatless, hoavy-galted slouch; yet hls eyes -were
dartlng cverywhere. Hls talk showed the Irrltablllty of
hls nervos; ho dld not seem llko tho s'tmo man. Thero
wns a reason why Martln should feel nn intense plty for
hlm, whlch ho could not show except by an added frlend-
Ilnoss of demennor.

It was somo tlme before he pcrcelved that they were
not golng ln the dlrcctlon of Noll's house. and a mlnuto
or so nftcr thls dlscovery before he venturcd to suggest It,
ln a tentative, offhand way, "Why, you're golng In a new
way to your house."

Noll had beon sunk ln a black roverlo; he looked up
suddenly. "What's that, Foster?" sald he. ln a very gen-
tlc volce. Tho plty of It all, remcmbcrlng what he knew,
eaught Mnrtln by lho throat; ho hnd to flsh for hls volce
for a second.

Nn!l> eyes slowly took ln hls new frlend's figurc; ho
rubbed them wlth hls hands. "I guess I forgot: lt's not
sleeplng for scch n long whlle makes me sorter lose my-
self and talk out my thoughts. No, Martln. I aln't golng
home, I'm golng to tho works to seo Mr. Blake, tho super¬
lntendent. Ho wants to havo a talk wlth me. Would you
mind golng wlth me?"

Mnrtln wns glud to go, fccllng a nervous drend of tho
intervlcw at tho same tlme. Noll did not seem to see the
hnlf a dozen men who came down tho sldewalktn front
of the offlce Just as they turned ln. Martin remarked
them, and Tom Neal among thom; Tom looked two ways
at once nnd stopplng twlco u lf to turii back, yet each
tlme golng on the more briskly. He dld not wonder how
they got lnslde the cordon of pollce; hc thought that ho
knew.

Blnko grcetcd Noll with a surprlslng cffuslon of cor-

dlnlity; but gavo Martln a very cool staro, saylng that
he wantcd to seo Noll alone.

"That's all rlght, Mr. Blake," sald Noll, "I nsked hlm
to come. I guess I know what you wantcd to Kce me

nbout. The boys wlll como back lf you'll lay me off. And
you got some big orders. And tho boys havo glven up
conslderable. and It's loslng a lot of money not to throw
mo over. Aln't that It?"

Blake was an cldcrly man, wlth a florld, good-naturcd
face, that reddencd more deeply nt Noll's words. "lt's
bltter medicine to take, Noll," sald he; "but I'm helplcss.
But l'll fliid Just ns good a Job for you somowhere else.
Sorry don't count much, but I am sorrler about thls than
I ever was ln my llfe.slt down, Noll."

Noll was standlng, both hls hands on an offlce chnlr;
it was almcst ns if he needod tho chnlr to mako hlm keep
erect, and thcrc wero blue and whlte llnes about hls
mouth; but he strnlghtened himself and answered stead¬
ily: "No. thank you, I got to bo golng. I won't como

bnck, then. Good mornlng."
Ho nodded hls head, and walkcd very stralght to the

door, but somothlng must havo blurrcd hls eyes, for ho
ran Into the caslng on one slde, lifetantly rccoverlng him¬
self ond Btepping bnck.

Blake had Jumpcd up nnd was at hls sldo. "Won't you
como back a mlnute? I feel llko sln over thls; 1 do; I'm
slck!x Let mo show you tho lottcr I've written-"

"Tomorrow," sald Noll; "I aln't well."
Ho put his hand up uncertalnly to hls hond, movlng

the head itself elowly from sldo to slde. Hls eyes, whlch
were very dull, rested a second on the portralt of Burn¬
sido on tho wall, while a klnd of spnsm convulsed hls
faco; lt was only for the spneo of an cye-bllnk, however,
nnd Instantly ho braccd hls muscles and walked out ot the
door. Mnrtln hnd hls arm about hlm all tho tlme, a sup¬
port of whlch he dld not appear to bo consclous. He was

walklng qulte flrmly and of hls own strength untll they
reached tbe sldewolk. Then, without warnlng, he swayed
heavily against Martln, nnd lt was all tho young man

could do to let hlm sllp hy degrees to tho ground. Thore
he lay like o log. and Martin's flrst glimpso of hls purplo
red faco mado hlm cry out for help. It was Tom Neal
who was waltlng and llfted tho unebnscious man; but two
or threo pollcomon enmo at the same moment, and prcs-
ently Oscar AValdeiif very pale and grirn.

They sent fora' doctor; but before ho could como, Noll
opened hls eyes. Hls flrst motion was to feel hls throat
and tho loosenod cOllar, hls next to dash tho water off his
drlpplng halr; then ho struggled to rlse, gurgllng, "You
let me up.- I aln't hurted bad. I can fight!"

"Noll, you lay atlll. lt's all rlght," blubberod Long Tom,
suddonly beglnnlng to cry; "jost old Tom. I was a fool
to be mad wlth you, Noll, and lf you only forglve mo, I'U
go off West wlth you and work In a black-sheep mill, I
will by-!"

Noll wrlggled out of hls grnsp, and struck fecbly at
Oscar on tho other slde.

"l'll flght ye, 1 aln't afrald of you! Take tho word
back!" he scroamed.

"Oh, Lord! ho don't know us," groanod Oscar.

Martin Wallnoo called by appointment on tho presi¬
dent ot tho Burnsido Steel Works. He found hlm a young
mnn of nttractlve appenrance, but, in splto of hls man-of-
the-World alr, struggllng wlth conslderable agltatlon. Tho
president plunged into hls subject at onco. He supposed
ho mlght tlnd fault wlth the articlo that Mr. Wallaco had
written on the conoluslon of the Burnsido strlko, but-'

"You havo seon Judge Foster Burnslde, nnd know lt's
all true," Intcrruptod Martln. '

"That's It, Mr. Wallace, It places me In a.In a coh-
fusedly embnrrnaslng positlon, I can assuro you, untll
I saw Foster and knew about this roller, I didn't reulis'o
why Blako mado suoh a rnckot about hlm. I am not tho
klnd of n mnn thls would imply. 1 slmply wantod to get
out of a dlsastrous struggie the best way posslblo.. I dld
not understaiid that our word, wus engaged. I supposed
an equivalent Job would mako It oll rlght. So we all dld.
Now, d'm told he wns so cut up that ho hnd a stroko of
npoplexy, und thnt he was u very good fellow. Isn't thero
somo wnv to get this mesa clenred up? You can seo it ls
olcnrly Imposslhle for us to tako him back hero, But i wlll
buv hls house here, myself, for a good udvunuo on whal
ho paid, and l'll get hlm Just as good a Job ln a briinch
mill. Can't you suo hlm for mo and mako somo arranso-
ment? You understaiid, don't you, how curscd mean I feol
nbout It?" ,.-,.., , ...,,.

"I undorstand," sald Martin, gravely, "but I don't see
whnt enn bo dpno. Noll. Jones ls In tho Hunter Insana
Asylum, and Ood <m\x kiwvs what tvr there ."c* nny chanca
vX W* fcauuverv."


